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Applications for professional performance may be made in 
writing to questions@thirdwing.info. No performance may be 
given until a license or written permission has been obtained by 
a representative of Thirdwing, LTD. 


A Venomous Color also includes the play, Burbank, but neither 
play is necessary to the understanding of the other. 


A Venomous Color: The Fairest was first performed at wild project, 
New York, NY, on October 19%, 2021. It was directed with 
lighting design by Cameron Darwin Bossert, and its costumes 
were designed by Yolanda Balafia. The cast was as follows: 


FRANCES HILLER Sivan Gordon-Buxbaum 
MARGE BELCHER/ SNOW WHITE 
Winnifred Bonjean-Alpart 


HAZEL SEWELL Meghan E. Jones 
GRACE Sara Ruth Brown* 
BETTY ANN Taylor Cozort* 
HELEN Emma DeCorsey 


*On October 29", 2021, the role of BETTY ANN was taken over 
by Kelley Lord, and GRACE was taken by Taylor Cozort. 


A VENOMOUS COLOR: THE FAIREST 


Time: Summer, 1937 


Place: Los Angeles 


The Walt Disney Studios on Hyperion Ave [a smaller, more intimate 
place, before they moved to the giant campus in 1941, which still stands 
today]; the Inking & Painting Department: 


-INKING AND PAINTING ROOM #3 
-HAZEL SEWELL’S OFFICE 
-COURTYARD LAWN OUTSIDE THE BUILDING 


The Folks: 

Frances, 20, inker and painter - fast but detail-obsessed, talented; 
full of strange doubts 

Betty Ann, 22, inker - relaxed, efficient work pace, leaving room 
for observant humor 

Grace, 21, inker - sometimes fast, sometimes distracted and slow, 
optimistic 

Helen, 25, painter - not too social, brittle technique, getting 
burned out at 25 

Hazel Sewell, 37, ink and paint supervisor, obsessed with the 
concept of “being useful” 

Margie Belcher, 19, dancer - well-studied, ambitious, and 
optimistic but sarcastic 


The term [sic] appears a few times next to things that are meant 
to be verbal inaccuracies, not typos. If [sic] desn’t appear, then it 
is a typo, and I apologize. 


A VENOMOUS COLOR: THE FAIREST 


LIGHTS UP: 
LOS ANGELES - 1937 
WALT DISNEY PICTURES’ HYPERION STUDIO 


This is the modest original studio, where they churned out little Mickey 
Mouse cartoons. 


“THE NUNNERY” - CARTOON INK & PAINT 
DEPARTMENT 


This is where the thousands of drawings are sent from the animation 
department to be traced over onto celluloid sheets with ink, and then 
filled in with vibrant colors of paint. 


INKING & PAINTING ROOM 3 


The row of women sit working at a long table, all separated by their 
own imposing stacks of paper and the cels, some with little colored pots 
of paint or ink: FRANCES, BETTY ANN, GRACE, and HELEN. 


They're in cheap '30s garb under their white smocks with white cotton 


gloves. They have that mature look of people in old photographs. 


Away from them, HAZEL SEWELL, supervisor of the whole 
department, gives an interview to the audience: 


HAZEL You love drama more than we do! Ginning it up for 
your magazine. Saying we're headed for disaster with this long 
cartoon, right, who wants to see that, right? It's gonna bankrupt 
us... Snow White is gonna plunge us all into darkness. I'm not 
going to convince you, how can I? I'm not Mr. Disney himself, 
but I've certainly got a dog in the fight, I'm up there. But the girls. 
Our girls. You've talked to one or two at least, haven't you? Out 
on the lawn? With their tea? They don't care about business or 
success. They're just looking at what's in their hands. The 
brushes and the colors. They know they're making something 
very special. You an I can talk about box office, I'm a numbers 
gal myself. But you look at the excitement in those girls. They've 
told you just how—honored they really feel. Go ‘head and you 
tell me that's not going to have anything to do with the future. 


Anyway, you may not bother printing these types of musings 
from a so-and-so like me, I'm not Mr. Disney, but: I truly do 
believe that stories —stories are the what hold mankind together. 
And that's why we're so lucky to be in this business at such a 
difficult time in the world. Still in a Depression. We don't know 
when it's going to end. But people will read your article years 
and years from now, and they'll see. We girls knew. We knew. 
And we were happy. 


She exits. 
GRACE From yesterday. 
BETTY ANN What? 


GRACE The five cents. 


BETTY ANN Yeah, I spent it. 

GRACE Do you have it? 

BETTY ANN I spent it. 

GRACE Whatever, I'll ask later. 

BETTY ANN No, ask now. 

GRACE I did ask, but you're pulling my leg! 
BETTY ANN Why would I do that? 

GRACE Cause you think it's funny! 

BETTY ANN Honest, I don't. 

Helen gets up from her station — 

GRACE What about the five cents / then? 
BETTY ANN I spent it! 

GRACE But do you have it today? 

BETTY ANN How could I have it today if I spent it yesterday? 
Helen SLAPS FIVE PENNIES on Grace's desk. 
GRACE What? But that— 


HELEN (to Betty Ann) Now you can pay me back whenever you 
get around to it. 


BETTY ANN Uhm... 


HELEN Today's when they fire people. You know that, right? 
BETTY ANN Ido, but. 

HELEN Well! 

Suddenly Frances SHIVERS. 

BETTY ANN You kidding me, Frances? 

FRANCES What? 

BETTY ANN You cold?? 

FRANCES No. 

BETTY ANN You shivered. 

FRANCES I did? 

HELEN Leave her alone! 

GRACE Sometimes I imagine that I'm from Siberia and I'm new 
in town, and the heat is the most wonderful thing. You know 
who likes the heat is my Sam. He should , I mean he's out there / 


selling cantaloupes all day. 


BETTY ANN (to Frances) What, ya got the DTs (hangover shakes), 
Frances? 


HELEN Just leave her alone! 
FRANCES I’m sorry I didn’t mean / to—to— 
BETTY ANN Sorry for what? 


FRANCES What? No. I mean. 


BETTY ANN I dunno you just had a little shake and I— 


FRANCES (suddenly uncorks under the pressure) Do you ever look 
at what you're working on, and it's sort of real? Because you can 
see how the animation is going? 


BETTY ANN Uhm. 


FRANCES I don't know. I can always tell where they put the 
keyframes, maybe cause I work pretty fast, I'm sorry I don't 
mean to say that I'm—I just get through the frames faster 
sometimes. But, but with this one, I can't tell, I can't tell at all. 


BETTY ANN Tell what? 

FRANCES Where the keyframes are! 

BETTY ANN You're doing the evil queen, right? 

FRANCES She’s just looking in the mirror and talking and that's 
it. It's so small. It's like the movement's—coming from inside of 
her like she's real like the way I move my hand is just the way 


she moves her face. I don't have keyframes and she doesn't have 
keyframes. I don’t know, I don’t know. I love it, I don't know. 


GRACE Who animated it? 

FRANCES Art Babbitt. But I don't know, when I put the ink 
down I feel like I'm able to add something to it. I really really 
love it. 

The others don't know what to say; they all just continue working. 
GRACE Sam took me to the beach Sunday. I've been trying to 


get the salt out of my hair for two days. This morning I got such 
an active lather it just ballooned over my whole head and now 


there's still a bitta soap in my eye. It's slowing me down. 

HELEN You know what's slowing me down? All you girls 
filling the room with hot air when it's already a hundred and 
twelve degrees in here. 

GRACE Excuse me! 

BETTY ANN Actually, Helen— 

HELEN (don't even) Oh, sis. 


BETTY ANN _ Ninety-eight point six against a hundred and 
twelve—so our breaths are actually cooling things down. 


HELEN Oh, sis! 
BETTY ANN So you're welcome! 


HELEN You're always driving the chit chat train, Betty Ann, and 
I can't work. I'm behind by at least two frames! 


BETTY ANN Don't blame me for that! 
HELEN You want me to get fired! 


BETTY ANN Oh, skip it, Helen, you're the only one who can do 
the cheek stains so perfect — 


GRACE We can keep a little quieter, it's okay, it's okay. 
They hunker down, quietly. Hazel suddenly walks in. 
HAZEL My goodness, I think this room is the hottest one. 


Anyone find themselves lagging behind? (Pause) Oh. Well, you'd 
usually make some wisecrack, about it, so... 


FRANCES (quickly jumping in) Grace’s had some difficulty from 
something this morning, soap in her eyes, not her fault, and 
Helen can’t concentrate sometimes when there’s talking and 
she’s asked very nicely if please-can-we-stop. 

They all look at Frances. 


FRANCES (revising) I don’t know if—I mean, if anybody’s 
behind... 


HAZEL Girls, take your teatime. But Frances, let me talk. 


The others lay down their last strokes and rise to exit. Hazel turns back 
to Frances. 


FRANCES Mrs. Sewell 

HAZEL Ms. Sewell / is fine. 

FRANCES Ms. Sewell, I don’t mean to speak out of turn on 
other folks, I just—that’s not me, that’s not me at all. I don’t do 
that. 

HAZEL Look, you don’t need to finish these. 

FRANCES Am I doing something wrong? 

HAZEL Babbitt wants you off the queen. 


FRANCES Art Babbitt? 


HAZEL He doesn’t know who you are, he just doesn’t like the 
work — 


FRANCES Doesn’t like it? 


HAZEL He said it didn't match the drawings he made. 


FRANCES How’d he see the work? I mean—can I ask, how? 
HAZEL He’s a restless punk, he ended up snooping around the 
camera stage, took a look at the cels on the prep table / and it 
was just — 

FRANCES What did I do wrong? 

HAZEL a dumb excuse to talk to a touch-up girl. 

FRANCES Did he say what I did wrong? Sorry. 

HAZEL It was something about how — the lines were all correct, 
but they didn’t make up “a whole person.” I don't know, he got 
very college about the “breath of life,” or something. “Life...” 
FRANCES Strange... 

HAZEL Maybe—maybe you weren’t ready for closeups, that's 
all. You're closer to the face, there's longer lines, gotta keep 
steady just that extra little bit. 

FRANCES Oh. I guess— yeah. 


HAZEL You're very good at all the little things, we'll put you 
back on those. Birds. Or hey, maybe some of the dwarves in the 
wider shots, I mean they're — little. 


FRANCES It was nice to work on a—a real face... I mean, maybe 
I'm no good... 


HAZEL If you wanna go help wash off some cels, we're not 
getting any new ones till Monday. 


FRANCES Oh. Swell, yeah! 


HAZEL Not creative, I know. But I wouldn’t mind doing it 
myself right now if I’m honest. 


FRANCES Like doing the dishes and staring out the window. 
HAZEL (sure, whatever) Quite. I’m going to go ask Jimmy about 
cooling this place down at least a little— Heaven's sake, Heaven's 
sake. 

Hazel exits. Frances turns DOWNSTAGE to a washcloth, a bucket and 
a stack of cels. She begins washing the colors off of them. It is relaxing 
and meditative... 

FRANCES Life... 

She squints, trying to figure it out. 

FRANCES Life... 

LIGHTS FADE on Frances, and again illuminate: 

Grace, Helen and Betty Ann have retuned to work. 

GRACE I said, “What if you lose your job?” I said, “What if you 
have to move all over again, renting that close to the hills,” I said, 
“you should be saving up so you could buy a place. Maybe buy a 
place to move into with... I dunno— me?” I'm not gonna say that. 
HELEN Who are we talking about? 

GRACE Sam, my fella, you know, my fella. 

HELEN No, I don't know him. 


Frances enters. Betty Ann clocks how late she is. Frances takes her seat 
at her station with quiet fury. 


GRACE I've told you stories about Sam. 
HELEN Yes, stories. I don't know him. 


BETTY ANN Helen we're all working together, so we're friends, 
and friends gotta talk and tell each other stories. 


HELEN Right, but not pay each other back for ice cream, we just 
talk and talk about men and all sorts of other problems that 
never go away. Because heaven forbid we actually could solve 
these problems. But Frances, Frances keeps quiet, unless you're 
pushing her. And Frances, I applaud you. 

Frances doesn't even seem to hear her. 

HELEN (admiring) Amazing! People say she's fast, but I'll tell 
you what it is: she keeps quiet and she works! She doesn't need 
to be your friend. 


Hazel pokes her head in. 


HAZEL Ladies, it's so hot this morning George came by early, 
just don't take too long. 


BETTY ANN (to Helen) See? You bring up ice cream and now the 
ice cream man's here. Thanks, Helen! You're the best! 


The girls all get up in a hurry and head to the: 
STUDIO LAWN 


Frances takes out a cigarette she’s got hidden away, and lights it. Grace 
finds her and startles her, forcing her to hide the cig behind her back. 


GRACE Frances! You really do always keep to yourself. You not 
having ice cream? 
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FRANCES What? 


GRACE I would but I already owe George for two. Betty Ann... 
I don't know if she's hard up or something. I mean she's from Los 
Angeles, like most of the girls. But then she—well, God bless her. 
I just... 


She looks at Frances, having trailed off from not being engaged with the 
gossip. 


GRACE (louder) Are you smoking? 

Beat. 

FRANCES (bitter) I'm making smaller lines now. 

Beat. 

FRANCES I haven't had a cup of coffee in two weeks. 
GRACE I do miss my coffee sometimes. 

FRANCES And if I'm not gonna like how my mouth tastes... 


GRACE How your mouth tastes, like if you got bad breath or 
something? I'd say so if you did. 


FRANCES You know how you wouldn’t marry your cousin 
cause there’s a little something about your family that makes you 
sick? But what if it went further’n that? More than just keeping 
you from going with your cousin? Real specified, you can even 
see it in other people. That something you don’t like about your 
uncle or your ma. But in a stranger. And they can’t help it, but it 
looks like they have it on purpose. Like that’s their big old dirty 
way of being in the world. She cuts into an apple, she’s got this 
rigid thumb that scrapes around it. Don't bend, like she’s proud 
of it. And that thing, it makes you just a little sick. That’s what 
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I've got in my teeth. 

Grace grasps for something to respond with. 
GRACE Thaven’t seen my family in so long. 
FRANCES Me neither. 


GRACE We're the out-of-towners, you and me? I write to my 
friends. Do you write to your friends? 


FRANCES (beat) No. 


GRACE Look, Fergie told me there's a class tonight, we should 
go, see the fellas! 


FRANCES I-—I gotta get back home. 
GRACE Come on, sneak in with me. Get a few laughs. 


FRANCES I wanna—They're doing Death Takes a Holiday on 
the radio, I never got to see it. 


GRACE The radio? By yourself? 
FRANCES Thousands of people listen to it at the same time. 
Grace looks at her like what a loser. 


GRACE Fergie's got better stories than Death Takes a Holiday. 
Come on. 


FRANCES I don't know. 
GRACE We may never get to see these fellas again. 


FRANCES Why not? 
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GRACE Ah, ph—phooey. I can't believe I said that. I'm so 
worried, that I just up and said it. 


FRANCES What? (Beat) Worried? About what? 

GRACE Don't you realize you gotta promise first? 

FRANCES Promise? 

GRACE Not to tell anybody, gee whiz you're no fun! 

FRANCES Okay, fine, I won't tell anyone! 

GRACE (examines her) I don't know if I trust you. Actually, come 
to think of it, you're the best person to lay this on, you're so quiet, 
and I can't keep carrying it. 


FRANCES (properly this time) I do promise. 


GRACE (beat) They're running out of money. God, I can't believe 
it. 


FRANCES Who's running out of money? 
GRACE Here. This place is running out of money. 
FRANCES Disney's? 


GRACE Yeah. Yeah. They might close up. They might not even 
finish the picture. 


FRANCES Snow White? 


GRACE See? I'm worried sick. And it's a big secret and you can't 
go telling anybody. 
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FRANCES How do—how do you even know? 
GRACE Dot Smith talks to herself in the hallway. 


FRANCES Does that mean they close everything, even Mickey 
and Donald and — 


GRACE I don't know, but you gotta keep quiet! 
FRANCES Do we need to look for other work? 


GRACE See this is why I haven't been going telling people. I 
haven't even told my Sam. Though Sam'd probably be happy. 


FRANCES I... I need this place. What else am I doing in Los 
Angeles(?) 


GRACE They did warn the out-of-towners not to apply to work 
here. But I found Sam, so. 


FRANCES I'd have to go back home. (Beat) I'd have to go back 
home... 


GRACE Come to the class tonight. Have a couple laughs. The 
animators are funny guys. They'll cheer you up, you look like 
you need cheering up. 

Frances smokes. 

FRANCES You think Art Babbitt will be there? 

GRACE (knee-jerk, sensing Frances wouldn't want him there) No. 


FRANCES Why wouldn’t he be? 


GRACE Well maybe. 
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FRANCES (takes a hateful puff) You know what? 
GRACE What? 

FRANCES Fine. 

GRACE Fine? 

FRANCES I'll go. 

GRACE Really? 

FRANCES Yeah, I'll go with you. 


Grace laughs excitedly, like a blast of relief from Frances' 
standoffishness. 


GRACE Oh, this'll be fun! You know the fellas. You know, 
Fergie, right? 


FRANCES No. 
GRACE Oh, he's fun. This'll be fun. So much fun! 


The word “fun does not seem to get through to Frances. They exit, as a 
FOG begins to ENVELOP THE STAGE. 


Music of some kind, to set a mood. Then... the FOG DISSIPATES to 
reveal: 


Betty Ann, Grace, and Helen, cough and squint. 


BETTY ANN You'd probably think that “dry, ice” is the perfect 
solution to “hot, wet.” But what a surprise, Jimmy, it ain't! 


GRACE The cels aren't sticking to my arms anymore. 
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Frances bursts in, through the cloud. She’s under-slept and winded. 
BETTY ANN Whoa, look at you! Later than usual! 

GRACE I signed you in, Frances. 

FRANCES (embarrassed, quietly aggressive) You didn't have to. 
BETTY ANN So yah get drunk last night? 

GRACE Oh, no, me and Frances snuck into a night class. 
BETTY ANN Class? That's how you get your kicks? 


GRACE With all the animators! The fella who played the evil 
queen was even there! 


BETTY ANN Excuse me the what now? 
GRACE Oh yeah, see, they hired this fella to make faces and 
movements and that’s what Art Babbitt was drawing over frame 


by frame, when he was making the evil queen. 


FRANCES Yeah! That's how they get things so “lifelike.” No 
wonder I couldn’t see the keyframes, there are no keyframes, 
they cheat! 

BETTY ANN What a dirty trick. 


GRACE They did the same thing with Snow White, they had 
this girl come in, and she danced around in front of a camera— 


FRANCES Then they trace over it! 


GRACE _ I remember cause she had a really funny name, what 
was it? 
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FRANCES Can you call that animation? It’s exactly what we do! 
GRACE Like a bodily function or something — 

BETTY ANN So this class, did you get picked up? 

GRACE What do you mean? I got Sam! 

BETTY ANN They can try. 

GRACE One of them tried with Frances. 

BETTY ANN Who? 

GRACE Art Babbitt. 


BETTY ANN Really? The guy who practices hypnosis on the 
lawn sometimes? 


FRANCES He didn't, he just says things, he’d say it to anybody, 
he comes up to me last night, doesn’t know who I am—I’m not 
saying I’m somebody, it’s just—whatever, he says something 
about “spry shoulders,” that I have “spry shoulders” or 
something. I didn’t even smile. 

BETTY ANN Good. 


FRANCES “Spry shoulders,” so what, he doesn’t care what a 
woman looks like. 


GRACE Well he goes with a lot of girls. I heard he went with 
Jimmy Cagney’s daughter. 


FRANCES See? Jimmy Cagney! What could she possibly look 
like? 


BETTY ANN Yeah, that'd have to be a... 'maculate conception. 
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FRANCES So what's it matter what he says to me? 


HELEN Can we turn the knob down a little and get back to 
work? 


FRANCES I never talk! 


HELEN Well you're talking now! 


FRANCES There’s always conversations [sic] in here and the 
time you tell everybody to shut up is when I’m talking? 


GRACE We're telling you about the class. 


HELEN No you're not! You wanna tell me about the class, tell 
me about, sis. What was the topic? 


GRACE How ta—make things funny... 

HELEN Terrific, make me laugh. 

GRACE Well, it was just psychology stuff. 

HELEN Just psychology stuff? 

GRACE Yeah. “The—externalization of mental states.” 
HELEN Ohhhh! The externalization of mental states(?) 
They all start making silly, rapturous poses and strange faces: 
BETTY ANN The externalization of mental states — 


HELEN Finally! Woooooo! Here’s my externalization of my 
mental state! 
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GRACE Wabawabawah! 
HELEN I'll give you my externalization of my mental state! 


Hazel walks in, batting away at the fog, and the girls all rush back into 
working positions. 


HAZEL What's going on? 

Beat. 

HAZEL Is the dry ice helping? Girls, you have an esteemed 
visitor. No, it's not Walt—and it's not Charlie Chaplin, (someone 
retches on the dry ice), but I think you'll get a kick. 

Everyone’s posture is suddenly amazing. They cough in the growing 
fog of dry ice. In steps a young woman, MARGIE, smartly-dressed. 
Everyone is confused. 

MARGIE I can see why they call it “The Nunnery!” 

HAZEL Room number three: both inking and painting. 


MARGIE My friend told me a little “bout how it’s done. Look at 
that stack of plastic! Wow! A long process, huh? 


BETTY ANN Don't you know it. 
GRACE Yup! 


HAZEL Girls, what am I thinking? Let me introduce you— 


MARGIE No, no! How 'bout we don't tell them! See if they 
recognize, I don't know... this? 


She makes a pose: like she’s about to be hit by lightning — back tilted, 
forearms above her. 
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BETTY ANN You're... Bela Lugosi? 

Laughter. 

MARGIE Feels so long ago, maybe they didn’t use that part. 
Margie leans down to Helen’s station. 

MARGIE (gasps) Look! 

Excited, she picks up the freshly painted cell. 

HELEN Ack! 

HAZEL Oh! Well that’s — please! 

MARGIE There I am! There. I. Am. Hah. 

GRACE (figures it out) Belcher! Isn't that the limit, I was just 
talking about you! I said your name was like a—never mind— 
Margie Belcher! They filmed you dancing for Snow White! 

The paint begins running down the cell. 

MARGIE Blast —blast it, I’m sorry —some big genius I am. 
HELEN Too late, just— 

GRACE (nobody told her if she’s right) Miss Belcher... 

MARGIE Oh yeah, yes, you got it right off the bat, hon! 

She looks at the gloopy, dripping cell. 


MARGIE That's me. (Beat) I... I guess I can keep this? Stick it up 
on the mirror. 
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HAZEL We can drop it off for the washers on the way up to the 
sound effects boys — you wanted to see them — 


HELEN But the ink on it—look, I can try to— 

HAZEL No, Helen it'll just stain — 

MARGIE I’m so so sorry. 

HELEN It’s fine, they pay us by the hour. 

HAZEL What number is it? 

HELEN (reading) Two-seventy, frame ninety-one. 

HAZEL Let me—I'll be right back. 

Hazel marches out. 

Margie relaxes, and walks up to Frances’ station. 

MARGIE My friend Art’s told me all about the scenes they’re 
doing, and I thought I would come by and see if I recognize any 
of ‘em. Art’s doing Dopey, that’s one of his! What's he doing in 
this? Is Dopey giving the hush signal? 

FRANCES It's not Art's it's Freddy's... 

MARGIE They made him do that part over and over again. Only 
made it worse. They don’t let him do what he’s good at. They're 
always making it impossible for him. 


FRANCES I-—I don’t know... 


MARGIE Well, you got the sheet right there, it’s got the letters in 
it for dialogue, right?. Huh. Blank. 
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FRANCES (cold, corrective) Dopey doesn’t talk. 

Margie swings upright and slaps her forehead, then extends a hand. 
MARGIE I’m Margie, the big fat genius! 

FRANCES You're not — (trails off, realizing it's just an expression) 
MARGIE No need to take the gloves off. 

Frances shakes Margie’s hand. 

FRANCES Frances. 

MARGIE Art, he knows all about this process. He could do 
Walt’s job if he ever croaked, God forbid. I don't know how he 
learns it all while he’s so busy with his own work. You guys give 
him away your trade secrets? 


BETTY ANN I haven’t met him. 


MARGIE Oh! Haha, I’m not saying you met him or... I’m only 
wondering aloud, that’s all. He’s fulla curiosity, that fella. 


FRANCES You see a lot of each other? 
MARGIE (knowing this won't answer the question) We're friends. 


FRANCES Maybe if I was friends with an animator I would 
understand more of what I do. 


MARGIE (don’t be silly, slit eyes) Nahhh... 
Hazel returns. 


HAZEL You'll be surprised how they get thunder and lightning 
to sound so real, makes you wanna run and hide! (Immediately 
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uncomfortable with hyperbole, she undercuts): But it’s just a skinny 
man with a crew cut, flapping this big metal thing — 


MARGIE (a bit too much) A treat! All of it! Golly, just—what a 
treat! See ya girls! 


She turns to leave and Hazel makes sure to take the cel from her hand 
on the way out. 


FRANCES See? That girl kicks her leg on camera, then some 
fella traces it over exactly, then I trace over that—then I’m an 
animator! I’m an animator! I’m tracing over her! He’s just a 
middleman! 


BETTY ANN I thought her voice was higher. 


GRACE No, there's another one, who does the singing and 
talking. Adrianna Caselotti. 


BETTY ANN (re: the dry ice) I'm starting to feel a little dizzy, this 
stuff... 


HELEN It's the pits. 

Hazel bursts in. 

HAZEL Helen, um, Helen, you can stop that. 
HELEN What? 


HAZEL Ladies, it's safe to tell you now, (clears throat) we were 
days away from closing down the studio. 


GRACE (too much) Oh my gosh! 


HAZEL But Bank of America sent a man to come take a look at 
the forty minutes we do have. And this fella came right out of the 
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screening and he said he thinks it'll be a—a big hit. 

They all applaud. 

HAZEL (exasperated and relieved at the same time) So! Now we've 
got more money than—well, enough to finish the picture. So 
you're all getting a raise. 

They all applaud even louder. 

HAZEL Oh, no—that was—sorry that was uh, such poor taste, 
I'm sorry, I—I was joking. Well, there's going to be mandatory 
overtime next week, so that's sort of a raise. Because you will be 
paid—for working (two words) over time. Anyway, the thing is 
now, uh, sorry, they — they want to change the color of her dress. 


BETTY ANN Who-—whose dress? 


HAZEL Snow White. They say her dress is blending in with too 
many of the backgrounds. 


HELEN What? 


HAZEL Didn't seem to be a problem until they suddenly had 
this pile of cash. 


HELEN What? 


HAZEL Yes, so that's why I came in, you can stop on that, 
Helen, it's apparently the wrong color. 


HELEN You mean everything... you mean I’m not... you 
mean... 


HAZEL I know you've been on Snow White mostly, you're very 


good in that. So, have some tea, and today we'll find you 
something else. 
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Helen is staring at just the last small pile of what's been at least a 
month’s worth of work. 


HELEN So that means that —that these are... 
HAZEL Take one home if you want! 
HELEN And all the ones. I’ve ever — worked — 


HAZEL Everyone take a cel! Hawk 'em on the street, I don't 
care, they're not going in the Met! 


The girls come over to Helen's station. She watches their hands take the 
cels she’s painstakingly completed that are now useless. 


HAZEL We'll have a set for you Helen. We'll give you 
something in an hour. 


HELEN A SET! A SET OF WHAT! 

HAZEL Excuse me? 

HELEN A SET OF WHAT! YOU GO TELL EM TO STUFF IT! 

THAT’S TWO MONTHS JUST FOR ME! TWO MONTHS! TWO 
MONTHS! THEY DON’T KNOW WHAT THE—THEY DON’T 
KNOW WHAT WE DO! THEY DON’T KNOW! WHAT WE DO! 

HAZEL Excuse me! Helen! 


HELEN What am I doing here, stuffing this bitch’s cheeks with 
dye till my eyes bleed!? 


HAZEL Excuse me I said, beg your pardon! 


Helen suddenly bends over like she might vomit. 
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HELEN No, no it’s just this goddamm dry ice! It’s not—I'm 
not— 


BETTY ANN Take it easy, sis. 


HELEN They pay us by the hour big deal, I don’t care—they 
don’t respect it! There’s no respect! You know Michelangelo? 
You know? Michelangelo? 


HAZEL Yes, Helen, we know Michelangelo. Not personally — 


HELEN DaVinci, they used to paint over drawings! They called 
them cartoons that they painted over! Cartoons! The Mona Lisa? 
She was a goddamm cartoon! And then he painted, over that, 
and so what do they call them, they call them “the great 
painters!” Not “the great draw-ers,” that's what they are: the 
great painters! Paintings! GREAT PAINTINGS! 


HAZEL Helen, I think you oughta go home. 


HELEN I'm fine, I told you it's just the dry ice is all, I'm fine! 
(Almost retching) IT'S ALL MY TIME WASTED! 


HAZEL That is not true. Just put the cel down and forget it just 
now. 


Helen appears to be calming down a bit, but still retching. 

HELEN No, no, gimme a rag. Give me a rag and a bucket of 
ammonia and I'Il—I'll—clean these off myself, I'll clean them off 
until they're completely invisible. Completely invisible! 
Completely invisible! 


HAZEL Helen... 


HELEN We're always waiting for the ax to come down. Who 
knew it could go up? It’s like (sharp hand movement) right up. 
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(Hand moves up her groin) RIGHT UP HERE! 

Helen takes out a book of matches, RATTLING in her angry hands. 
BETTY ANN Whoa—whoa-— / whoa—whoa— 

GRACE Those'll blow up! 


HAZEL They'll burn right to the ceiling, Helen, NOW GO 
HOME NOW! 


Shaking, Helen exits. All the girls are holding the unusable “souvenir” 
cels, Frances stares at hers. 


BETTY ANN Are we gonna say a prayer? 
GRACE What, that we all didn't just die in a fire? 


HAZEL I’m going to tell Jimmy this cooling method is not 
effective. 


GRACE (capitulating) Yeah it's terrible. 

HAZEL We really need to split the work more next time. 

Beat. 

FRANCES Can you paint the new dress on a separate cel? 
HAZEL No, Frances, the color of her skin would be pushed 
down a level. Which is no good when her name is “White.” You 
can't be pushing her down a whole level without taking two 
days to readjust the pigments to make sure Snow White's white. 


Right? 


FRANCES But maybe you could put the dress level underneath 
the skin level — 
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HAZEL (Ah, I've thought about everything already) Ah-eye—she 
has to be repainted. She moves every frame, she's the main 
character. 


FRANCES I know. 


HAZEL So there's none of that cheap stuff where parts of her 
move and others float in space. 


FRANCES Yeah. 


HAZEL She doesn't stand still and tap her foot, do you know 
what I mean? 


FRANCES Yes, yes, I do. 


HAZEL Everything. Is moving all the time. Thousands, 
thousands of frames. Her face, everything. Her expressions are 
changing all the time. 


FRANCES (loves the sound of that) 1 could do it. 


HAZEL (laughs) You could do it? Look, Frances, thank you for 
the heroic offer, but we'll split the work, and—and, Frances, no, 
it's lots of closeups. That's not your strong suit, remember? 


FRANCES No, that was for inking. Cause of the lines. But I 
wouldn't be making the lines, I'd be filling them in, this is 
painting. 

Hazel takes a deep breath and then lets out a long sigh with a head 
shake and lip flutter —irritated that Frances is pushing, but that she 


also may be offering a good solution. 


FRANCES But I'd be a lot faster because I'm an inker. 
Technically. We're faster. 
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HAZEL Interesting. 


FRANCES I haven't painted in a while, but when I did, I was 
very consistent. 


HAZEL I don't need your resume, I just said it was interesting. 
Mary hasn't even started on the pigments anyway. 


FRANCES Okay. 
Long pause. 


HAZEL If you do it, that doesn't mean you can keep smoking. I 
saw you. 


FRANCES No! No, I won't keep smoking! Of course! 


HAZEL And it's a trial. If you can't do it, we'll put you back on 
the animals right away. 


FRANCES Yes. Animals. 


Hazel looks at her like she might give her the job right then and there, 
but then looks at all the women around. 


HAZEL Rather obvious time for a break, don't you think? 


Hazel exits abruptly and Grace joins Frances on the lawn. Frances 
picks at her fingers. They eat their cookies. 


GRACE Mandatory overtime. I'm gonna try to take my naps 
during the day. 


She finds something to share: 


GRACE You know. My father sometimes, he would... He would 
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lick my face, can you believe it? My own father, he’d sit me 
down to tell me a story on his knee, and at some point along the 
way, he would up and lick my face. And my mother would come 
in and tell him to stop filling my head with ridiculous fairy tales. 
And I would just be thinking—well, I didn’t even know I was 
thinking it—“tell me all the stories of creation, papa, just stop 
licking my face.” I wanted to jump off his knee but I couldn't. 
Cause what if he'd never tell me another story. 

FRANCES (weirded out) Oh. 

GRACE Sorry, it's boring. 

FRANCES What? No. 


GRACE I just—you were telling me about your family before, 
SO... 


FRANCES Was I? 

Beat. 

GRACE Boy, we gotta a lotta work till Christmas. The days are 
going to be a lot longer now. Did I hear they're putting you on 
Snow White? 

FRANCES Yeah. Painting her. 

GRACE Don't end up like Helen. 

FRANCES Hah, no. 


GRACE But that's great, Frances. That's a big deal. 


FRANCES Well I can't foul it up otherwise they'll take me right 
off. 
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GRACE You just bring out that Frances gatling gun speed. 
Frances cracks her knuckles. 

FRANCES Right. Right. 

GRACE You can do it. 

FRANCES I guess. I hope. 

LIGHTS CHANGE with some music. 


The women, minus Helen, work. Frances applies paint from little pots 
to different cels. 


FRANCES Let's start... (uncapping) with color five. Right? 

She paints. 

FRANCES Huh. Wow, you look scared. You look so scared! 
Frances makes a face down at her cel, almost like it's a baby in a crib. 
FRANCES Boo!! Agh!! 

She laughs at her own silliness. 

FRANCES Watcha runnin' from, Snow White? 

She paints. 


FRANCES Huh, you look spooked. Lost and spooked like—like 
you're about to die... 


She sets aside the cel and goes for another one. The other women get up 


to leave. Grace turns to say something to Frances, but sees that she's 
hyper-focused. Grace and Betty Ann exits. 
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Frances keeps painting. 


FRANCES Let's—actually let's do color seven on these. Cause 
then I can just fill in behind. So. Mouth first. 


She keeps painting. 
FRANCES Wow. You look even more scared in this one. 


She paints, slowly mesmerized. She may be a little frightened herself. 
Soothes: 


FRANCES You're alright, though. 

Beat. 

FRANCES You're fine. She’s fine. 

She paints. 

FRANCES God loves her. 

Frances takes a breath, trying to stay awake as she uncaps a pot of red 
paint and dips her brush. She mumbles, in search of something to say 
just to keep her mind running: 

FRANCES Suppose... suppose, suppose... Sssss... 

LIGHTS VERY SLOWLY FADE UP on Marsie, sitting in a VOID off 
to the side, with just an accent of Snow White's appearance, maybe a 
bow or something, but otherwise, simple. 


MARGIE ssssss... 


FRANCES Suppose—suppose MARGIE Suppose—suppose 
it’s just... it’s just... 
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Beat. 

MARGIE WHAT? 
Frances jolts. 

MARGIE Spry shoulders? 
FRANCES Yeah. What? 


Margie speaks almost inaudibly, not a whisper, just quick and very 
very low — 


MARGIE It’s just a thing he said and it’s a thing he said because 
he likes to be memorable. Just because you remember what he 


said it doesn’t mean it’s your problem. 


FRANCES (thinks she might have understood the whole thing) Uh- 
huh? 


Every other sentence is softer/ louder, as Margie's imagined voice 
slowly takes more vivid form in Frances' mind: 


MARGIE He keeps it to your shoulders. The guy's got lots of 
class, I tell ya. Did he try to hypnotize you? Pull out the pocket 
watch? Did he? Pull out the pocket watch? 

FRANCES (confused, trying something) Quiet, quiet, quiet, quiet. 
MARGIE You're painting my lips, so I'm gonna talk! 

Frances blows on the cel to get it dry. 

MARGIE Hah! Don't blow on my lips, Frances, that's ridiculous. 


It dries when it dries. And I'll tell ya: it's been a pretty sweaty 
day down here in California, so it could take awhile. 
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Frances puts the cel aside to dry. 
MARGIE That's it, on the shelf. There you go. There I go. 
She takes a different brush. 


MARGIE Oh, you're gonna start with my eyes now, because you 
think I'm talking to you? 


Frances stops and rubs her face. 
MARGIE Fine. I won't talk, I'll just peer into your soul. 


Silence, as Frances continues to work, shaking her head—she's not 
hearing things. 


MARGIE What have you ever done? For anybody? 
Frances works. 


MARGIE Did you hear me? I said what has your fat butt ever 
done for anybody in the whole world? 


Frances works. 

MARGIE You are not forgiven. 

Frances shivers, holding the brush. Grace and Betty Ann quietly enter. 
MARGIE You are not forgiven. 

They sit and start work. 

MARGIE You are not forgiven. 


LIGHTS CHANGE. 
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Suddenly Hazel enters and breaks the spell, holding a tray of cookies. 
HAZEL Everyone still awake? 
They nod. 


HAZEL Well (looks at watch) at quarter past seven this evening, 
we've entered a new era, girls! We might actually get this thing 
done. All the pencil work is finished on the picture, all checked 
and finalized. 


The women applaud, as Hazel holds the tray around. 


HAZEL Nobody's getting a raise, sorry, but Walt’s inviting you 
for a swim on Saturday. 


Grace and Betty Ann applaud. Hazel hands a sheet of paper to Grace. 


HAZEL We're passing this around, so we know how many. 
Then we push. We're making the picture now. Everything that's 
going to be seen moving on the screen, it will be made by us. By 
you. 


Grace signs and passes the sheet to Frances, who just passes it to Betty 
Ann without signing. 


HAZEL So don’t be late. Keep your head down, keep quiet— 
fine if your shoulders hurt, not your hands. No banjo playing, no 
chopping carrots, all spaghetti and sauce. No cocktail cigarettes. 
No cocktails! We’re keeping those lines sharp, like the little 
whips at the flea circus. 


They nod. 


HAZEL Now. Some of the boys will be hanging around outside 
over the next couple days, no doubt, and if any of them so much 
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as snaps one suspender strap in your direction about celebrating 
with them this weekend, you just tell 'em! 


GRACE Tell 'em what? 

HAZEL What do you think? To call their mother [sic]. 

GRACE Oh! 

HAZEL No fraternizing. Walt’s orders. Okay? 

She goes to leave. 

BETTY ANN (mostly to the others) Did he... order the boys, too? 
HAZEL (stopping, turning) What's that? 


BETTY ANN Nothing. Just wondering if, maybe, he told the 
fellas, you know, gave them “orders.” To not fraternize. 


HAZEL Of course he did, Betty Ann. You know Walt's very 
serious about all that. 


GRACE Having us work in completely separate buildings? You 
don't say. 


HAZEL Well, that's more about the—you know, women are 
better at this sort of work. 


BETTY ANN I don't disagree with that. 


HAZEL He's not big on “freewheeling courtship” you know. My 
sister was an inker and she was lousy, and Walt's such a 
sentimental fella, the only way he could fire her was marry her. I 
don't doubt she was the first girl he ever even kissed, though if 
drinking had been legal at the time, perhaps things would have 
been different, but there you are, and I get to live in the guest 
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room. (Correctively grateful) Very lucky to spend so much time 
with my nieces. Anyhow, he thinks it should be that way for 
everyone. So, yes, Betty Ann, yes, there was a very hard-lined 
memo to the boys this morning and Walt said, “do not dip your 
pen in the company ink.” 

Scandalized laughs. Hazel grabs the sign-up sheet. 

HAZEL Oh my my my it sounds much worse when I say it 
aloud, please, please forget I told you that. If Walt knew that I 
told you that... congratulations! And—and—goddammit, 
whatever! 


She exits. 


BETTY ANN’ Now we push? What have we been doing? It's 
seven-thirty. Where am I going? 


GRACE I'm so glad they’re done. 

BETTY ANN Yeah. 

GRACE I do miss Goofy. 

FRANCES You think we're going back to making silly things? 
BETTY ANN What? 

FRANCES After people see what this is? 


BETTY ANN We're just makin 'em longer. Bet we give Goofy a 
whole feature now. 


GRACE Oh gosh yeah, a Goofy movie, rip me a ticket for that! 


BETTY ANN Everyone behold this fairy book wonder of the 
world, and then we can all go see a hobo-looking man-mutt 
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romance a piano for an hour and change. 


GRACE Yeah, Walt loves Mickey, he's not giving up Mickey. 
And Mickey needs his friends. (For some reason this chokes her up) 
So, they'll keep Goofy. They're pals. 


BETTY ANN You alright? 


GRACE (starting to sob a little) Yeah, sure. Just. Goofy reminds 
me a little bit of my Sam. 


BETTY ANN Oh. I’d—yeah, I'd definitely be crying. 
Grace is indeed crying. 


GRACE All of us are working longer and it's just... hard to get 
him to understand that it's not forever, it's just till Christmas... 
But it... it's not even... was the most awful strange sorta fight. It 
came out of nowhere. We were laughing. I didn't ask for it; we 
were laughing. And then two minutes later he's saying all these 
mean things to me like he never ever said before. 


BETTY ANN Ohno. 

GRACE Said I got my head in the clouds, he said I got no sense 
of reality. No sense of reality. He's the one—he's the one— 
renting! In the hills! Selling cantaloupes! That he's not even 
selling anymore! 

BETTY ANN I'm sorry, Grace. 

GRACE I said I don't wanna see ‘im! But I didn't mean it. I said 
“T don't wanna see you!” And then he said he dodn't [sic] wanna 


see me neither. 


BETTY ANN He doesn't mean it... 
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GRACE I don't know. Cause the worst part—the worst part—he 
wouldn't... he wouldn't even look at me. We were fighting and 
he wouldn't look at me. You can be mad. At least look at me. 
BETTY ANN I'm sorry. 

GRACE (blowing her nose, getting away from the subject) Hey. 
Hey, Frances. Why aren’t you coming to Walt’s? Don’t you got a 
swimsuit? 


FRANCES What? Yeah. I just... 


GRACE I bet you're not coming cause you don't have a swimsuit 
you like. 


FRANCES It... it gets heavy. 


GRACE (blowing her nose, knew it) Yeah, yeah, that’s cause it’s 
wool, right? I'll—I'll lend you a Catalina. 


FRANCES Don’t worry. 

GRACE I got two, Ill bring it tomorrow. 
FRANCES No, don't bother. 

GRACE No, I'll bring it. 


FRANCES I'm not gonna go, I'm not gonna go, no thanks—I'm 
not gonna go, no thanks. 


GRACE Oh! Okay! 


Taking Frances' attitude like a bite of wasabi, and Grace sniffs herself 
out of her sobbing episode. They all work silently. Betty Ann gets up. 


BETTY ANN I took a nap earlier on the couch, but... I'm really 
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starting to have trouble seeing what I'm doing. I'm gonna go. 
GRACE I'll go with you. You coming, Frances? 

FRANCES No. 

GRACE (at her shortness) Okay, we'll just go jump in a lake! 


FRANCES I mean... (but she doesn't know how else to put it) no. 
I'm staying here to work. 


GRACE Well, I guess you gotta hold onto your reputation for 
being fast. Good night. 


Grace and Betty Ann leave. 

Frances paints. 

FRANCES Fast... Being fast — 

Margie appears again. 

MARGIE Reputation for being fast — 

Frances shakes her head, she doesn't want to hear voices again. 
FRANCES Fast— 

MARGIE I heard it. 

FRANCES Huh? 

MARGIE She thinks she don't have it on the brain, but she does. 
FRANCES What? 


MARGIE  Fraternizing. And I don't mean thinking on her 
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brother. 


FRANCES Oh. You mean, like—fraternizing, like—like you and 
Art Babbitt? 


MARGIE Hmm. Watcha drivin' at, sis? 
FRANCES I don't know. 

MARGIE Nah, nah, what do you mean? 
FRANCES You said you were friends. 


MARGIE Friends! Fraternizing! Look, Frances, if you wanna say 
something cheap and vulgar, say something cheap and vulgar. 


FRANCES Okay! 

MARGIE Good! 

Beat. 

MARGIE Go ‘head! Say it! 

FRANCES Why did Art take me off the wicked queen? 
MARGIE Oh, fine, we'll talk about you. 

FRANCES Why did he? 

MARGIE Cause you're no good at faces, Frances. 
FRANCES Right. 


MARGIE See? You know. You were turning it into a self- 
portrait. 
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FRANCES I don't think I was doing that. 

MARGIE Yes, you were obsessing over the lines instead of just 
drawing them. It took you fifteen minutes to trace one cheek, 
they oughta put you out painting route sixty-six, not in here. 
FRANCES Okay, just forget / I asked. 

MARGIE He could tell his genius work was being raked over by 
some mush-eating dustbowl queen / without an ounce of 
culture. 

FRANCES I know, I know! 

MARGIE Good. Know thyself. 

FRANCES (putting her brush down) It's a new time. 


Frances gets up, a little wired and a little woozy. She pours herself a 
cup of tea, and sips. 


We hear a high-pitched girl’s voice from OFFSTAGE: 

SQUEAKY SNOW WHITE VOICE Don’t leave me here like this! 
FRANCES (sighs) No, that’s not you. 

MARGIE Nah. Me, I’m fine. 

FRANCES I know you are. 


MARGIE I'm just hanging out by this rock. Or tree. Whatever 
kind of nature they ship in. 


Frances drinks her tea. 


SQUEAKY SNOW WHITE VOICE I’m trapped unless you keep 
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moving me! 
Frances shakes her head. 


MARGIE She's lying to you, just drink your tea, you've earned 
it. She’s safe in bed now. 


FRANCES Yeah. She’s asleep right now. 

SQUEAKY SNOW WHITE VOICE Oh, I wish, oh, I wish! 
MARGIE Margieanna Belchelottie. 

FRANCES What? 

MARGIE You heard them call us that, in that class. Me, Margie 
Belcher, for the dancing. That other girl, Adrianna Cassellotti, for 
the voice. 


SQUEAKY SNOW WHITE VOICE Please! 


MARGIE So that's what the boys call us: Margieanna Belche- 
lottie. All mashed into a joke. 


FRANCES A joke, all mashed into a— 
SQUEAKY SNOW WHITE VOICE Please! 
MARGIE Margieanna Belchelottie. 


SQUEAKY SNOW WHITE VOICE Just get me away from this 
tree, and I’ll be fine! Don’t leave me by the tree! 


Frances slumps her head over her tea: she knows she’s just being 


superstitious, imagining things. But she puts down the tea and walks 
back to her station. 
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MARGIE Oh, a pushover! Fine! That's really terrific! 
FRANCES I dunno! 


MARGIE She’s not even speaking. I’m not even speaking. This 
moment doesn’t have any dialogue. 


FRANCES No, no talking. 


MARGIE Probably some scary music and that’s it, I don’t know 
why you're letting her— 


FRANCES I’m getting you away from the tree. Just, why not? 
MARGIE I'm always going to be by this tree. 
FRANCES No, I'm going to get you away from it. 
MARGIE (laughing) No, you're not. 

FRANCES How many frames will it take — 
MARGIE Twenty trillion. 

She starts flipping through her stack. 

FRANCES Seven. Not so bad. 

MARGIE Twenty trillion! 

FRANCES It'll still take a little — 

MARGIE Twenty trillion! 

FRANCES I don't know what that means! 


MARGIE I'll be by this tree forever. You're not helping, go sit 
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down and have your tea. 
FRANCES Seven, just seven frames. 


MARGIE Fine. How many colors do you have to put on each 
one though? 


FRANCES Well... I'll start with your face and your arms, color 
five—I'll get your face and arms away from the tree. Then color 
two, I'll get your bow away from the tree, then I'll get your 
shoulders away from the tree... 

MARGIE But where am I gonna go, Frances? I'll just be stuck in 
the next dark hole in the forest. Just by painting this, you're 
sticking me by this tree forever. It doesn't matter how many 
more frames you paint after it, you just stick this one at the 
bottom of the stack, it doesn't go away, it's at the bottom of the 
stack forever, you are not forgiven. 


Frances keeps working, and slides down into a seated napping position, 
head CLUNKING right down into her work. 


LIGHTS CHANGE 

Grace enters, followed by Betty Ann, going to their stations. 
Frances jolts awake. The other two laugh. 

FRANCES I'm fine, I'm fine! 

GRACE Sure you are, Frances. 

BETTY ANN No need to sign her in if she never signed out! 
Hazel enters. 


HAZEL What's this? Have you been here all night? 
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FRANCES I'm sorry, I'm sorry! 


HAZEL Ten. You should leave at ten. Anything more is not 
effective. 


FRANCES I—I—I-okay... 

HAZEL What's this? A stack of eyes? And mouths. You have a 
stack of eyes on top of a stack of mouths. Is there a reason for 
that? 

FRANCES Yes. 

HAZEL Good. What's the reason? 


FRANCES (not hesitant as much as stuttering back to life with work 
jargon) Well yeah, the —the—the red has too much glycerin. 


HAZEL Oh is that right? 


FRANCES It's humid in here so it's taking too long to dry. So I— 
I switched to the eyes. Because the white's drying faster. 


HAZEL Yes, but what about the teeth? You've done her eyes but 
not her teeth, that's the same color, Frances. You have to paint by 
the number, not the body part. 

FRANCES Right, right, sorry. 

HAZEL We can find you something else, Frances — 


FRANCES No no no! Please, you're right, I just, the red was 
just— 


HAZEL Are you sure this is working for you? 
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FRANCES Yes. Yes. 


HAZEL If you're going to work through the night you should 
know it gets more humid. 


FRANCES It does? 

HAZEL Yes, so mark your paint order for less gly — gly —cele— 
less glah—heaven's sake, heaven's sake! Fewer parts glycerin! 
After five-thirty. And pay attention to the numbers, Frances. 
FRANCES Yes, thank you. 

Hazel exits. 

BETTY ANN Can I ask? 

GRACE What? 

BETTY ANN Sam? 


GRACE He came around last night. 


BETTY ANN See? And you're holding that back! I told you! I 
told you, that's great! 


GRACE No, it wasn't great! It wasn't great! 
BETTY ANN Oh. 


GRACE He was banging on the door. My roommates shut the 
stove off cause we thought it was a break-in. But then I could 
hear “come out here and get your head out of the clouds! Who 
do you think you are?” That kind of guff, you know, it was scary 
if I'm bein' honest. He finally went away. And we just listened to 
the radio the rest of the night over... double-fried baloney. I 
never do that. But he just got me so down. I had to listen to 
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people on the radio pretending to have problems about floor 
wax. 


FRANCES Why don't you stay at my place? 
GRACE Whatdoyou mean? 


FRANCES Because if he came by again tonight, what would you 
do? Get you away from there, stay at mine. 


GRACE Well I—I can't really. 

FRANCES Sure you can. 

GRACE No, I mean, he'd take it as some kinda proof. 
BETTY ANN Shit, of what? 


GRACE I talked about Fergie, that's how it all started. Can you 
believe it? You know Fergie. 


BETTY ANN Yeah, Pluto. 

GRACE Yeah, Pluto! I said something about him, I don't even 
know what it was, but I'm told it was “nice.” “You talk real 
loose,” he said. “If I wanted to hear all your stories all the time, 
I'd be working there too, making art for kids and idiots.” “You 
laughed at some of our pictures,” I said, “which one does that 
make you?” 

FRANCES Stay at my place. 

GRACE (to herself) Cantaloupes... 

FRANCES If he's scaring you, you shouldn't be there. 


GRACE I'm not gonna impose on a whole ‘nother set of 
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roommates. 
FRANCES I haven't any. 
GRACE Roommates? You rich? 


FRANCES I don't have a kitchen table. I don't have a lot of 
things. But I (also) don't have roommates. 


GRACE (laughing a little) Ya know, you really are something, 
Frances. 


FRANCES What do you mean? 


GRACE No, I mean like a surprise. Sometimes I think you hate 
everybody, but. 


FRANCES I don't... 

GRACE Well. That's real nice of you. It's not the worst idea. 
Frances gives a little shake of her head. 

FRANCES It’s a new time. 

GRACE It is? 

FRANCES What? 

BETTY ANN What's a new time? 

FRANCES Oh...! Uh... I just say that sometimes, you know, it's 
just—I dunno, I wipe the slate clean, you know. I just... you 


know. 


They paint. 
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Frances very gingerly wipes the side of the cel with her glove. 
MARGIE Not one speck. 

FRANCES I know. 

Frances keeps cleaning. 

MARGIE One speck of dust is like a boulder on a movie screen. 


Frances wipes away the last of the dust she can see, then she applies a 
few dabs of paint. 


MARGIE Whoa, whoa, hey, spread it around! 
FRANCES I will! I just— 


MARGIE You're letting it glob all up in one spot! What are you 
trying to do, give me a nose? 


FRANCES What do you mean of / course I am! 

MARGIE _ Nostrils. I don't need a nose, I got nostrils. Having a 
nose ain't pretty. So they ain't given me one. Not like the nose 
you've got! Hah, look at that / thing. 

FRANCES Margie's got a nose. 

MARGIE Do I? Whatever I got they ain't used it. They take what 
they need, then they (toss the rest)—wait—did I say “ain't used 
it?” 

FRANCES Yeah. 

MARGIE I don't sound like this. 


From offstage: 
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SNOW WHITE VOICE I don't sound like this! 
FRANCES I know. 


MARGIE You met me, dammit. I was the one with the nose, 
remember? 


SNOW WHITE VOICE Ihave a nose! 

MARGIE Beat it, Casselotti! Stupid! 

SNOW WHITE VOICE Margieanna Belchelotti! 

MARGIE Shut up! 

Shaking her head in confusion, Frances starts painting. 
MARGIE Spread the paint, don't make it all fat like yours. 
FRANCES I'm spreading it! 


MARGIE Or should I say it like Margie, “don't go past an 
elegant sufficiency,” you bitch. 


FRANCES I don't even remember what you sound like exactly. 
MARGIE Like this. 

FRANCES No, I mean Margie. The day she came in. 

MARGIE Forget about her. She's dead. / I sound like this. 
FRANCES What? 


MARGIE Generations have sat before me. They've talked to me. 
One generation. Then another, then another. And then they 
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sound like this. 
FRANCES Like what? 


MARGIE _ This. This is what we sound like. This is what we 
sound like. “Rewind it, Mommy.” 


FRANCES Who's that? 

MARGIE It's a girl: she's got a movie screen in her room, all of 
us have got one, it's awful. A glass movie screen, wherever they 
want. 

FRANCES A glass — movie screen? 

MARGIE Anywhere, in the basement, in the bedroom, on top of 
the refrigerator. So many people have sat before me, stood before 
me, loving me, hating me, blaming me. Loving me again. I'm 
tired, Frances. Being a myth is all admiration and no respect. 
Pause. Frances is playing back some of this, trying to understand. 
FRANCES A glass movie screen. 

MARGIE Yeah. 


FRANCES Oh! You mean a glass coffin! At the end of the 
picture, when you're asleep with the dwarfs all around! 


MARGIE Christ. 
FRANCES What? 
MARGIE Listen to me. 


FRANCES Iam. 
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MARGIE No, you're not letting yourself listen to me, and it's 
very annoying, Frances. 


FRANCES I'm sorry, okay, I don't know. 
MARGIE Let yourself listen to me. 
FRANCES Okay. 


MARGIE The glass coffin, in the movie, is just the “sleep of 
death,” from when I ate the apple. 


FRANCES Right. 


MARGIE _ I'm not talking about the stupid movie, I'm talking 
about real life. 


FRANCES Real life— 


MARGIE I'm talking about perpetuity. Do you know what that 
means? 


FRANCES No. 

MARGIE Perpetuity means “ Always perpetrating.” 
FRANCES Oh. 

MARGIE Iam your obituary. 

FRANCES You're not making sense. 

MARGIE I make perfect sense, I don't exist. 
FRANCES I'm sorry. 


MARGIE You say that too much. You're a meaningless 
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apologizer. 

FRANCES No, I'm sorry for you. 

MARGIE For me? For what? 

FRANCES I'm sorry for you if you don't exist. 

Beat. 

MARGIE (hitting back hard) “You heard about Frances? That old 
lady upstairs? She died.” “Oh, yeah, yeah, that's really sad. She 
worked on Snow White, didn't she?” “Right. Frances-who- 
worked-on-Snow-White is dead.” 

FRANCES (frightened, brushing off) It's a new time, gosh, gosh — 
MARGIE You think you're coloring me? I'm coloring you. 


FRANCES Gosh-golly. 


MARGIE I'm the one who's out here, and you're dead, and 
everyone is looking at you. Can you see them? 


FRANCES No. 


MARGIE Hear them? Feel them staring at you in a backwards 
graveyard, rewound and put in their seats? 


FRANCES I don't like this — 

MARGIE No-no, you said you were getting me away from the 
tree, let's go, let's do this, let's get away from the tree and see 
where we end up. Out there, through the hearts of a billion 


children. You like that? 


FRANCES That sounds sad. No. Why would you say it like that? 
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MARGIE Why does that sound sad? 
FRANCES I don't know. 


MARGIE Don't worry. Out there, that's a place you'll never be, 
and I'm stuck. 


FRANCES Okay, you're okay — 


MARGIE _ No, I'm not, I'm not okay, I'm stuck out there in the 
stream of black. 


Frances peers out, trying to see. Suddenly, the two of them are both 
frozen, like an animation cel. 


[WAIT FOR AUDIENCE COUGH] 


MARGIE (mimics audience cough) You think ghosts are only from 
the past, they're not. 


Frances puts her brush down and returns to “real life,” shaken — 
FRANCES Hey, Grace, Grace, it's —I'm gonna go. 
GRACE It's mandatory overtime. 


FRANCES _ I know, I know that, I—I'Il tell them I have a 
stomachache. 


GRACE You do? 


FRANCES No. But if you want to get some things from your 
house and then come by, here's my address: 


She scribbles it on a piece of paper. 


Be) 


GRACE OR! Yes, terrific! 
FRANCES I—I hope you don't mind if I—if I listen to the Radio 
Theatre. Well, probably missed it. Maybe I can get home in 


time... I like listening to those stories. 


GRACE You know what? I'll walk out with you. I got a stomach 
ache too. Bye, Betty Ann. 


BETTY ANN Take care of yourselves. 
They pack up and go to leave. Frances stumbles as they exit. 
GRACE Ya' all right? 


FRANCES Yeah, what bus you take? You told me something 
about your family. Tell me again... 


LIGHTS DOWN. 


1930s crooner song, “If I Had a Talking Picture of You,” plays for 
about 7 seconds. 


LIGHTS UP. 
Betty Ann works. Frances and Grace return together. 


GRACE Yeah, but the acting in those radio versions is always so 
terrible. 


FRANCES I never realized. 


GRACE They sound like they're on the verge of tears in every 
scene. 


FRANCES Haha. 
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GRACE “Darling! The moonlight! The moonlight!” 
BETTY ANN Heya, girls. 


GRACE (“Married” pronounced mid-Atlantic with the slightly 
rolled r) “Let's get mah-red!” 


FRANCES “Let's get mah-red!” 

GRACE “Will you mah-rahy me?” 

FRANCES “Will you mah-rahy me?” 

They laugh. 

FRANCES Well, it doesn't cost anything but the electricity. 


GRACE And it was fun listening with you, cause we get to make 
fun of it. You've got a real mean streak. 


FRANCES I have? 
GRACE Yeah, it's great! 
BETTY ANN Making fun of what? 


GRACE Lux Radio Theatre. “Theatre at home!” What a 
twentieth century idea! Drivel. 


BETTY ANN Oh. 
GRACE Frances do you have a two-ninety, I think this one's too 
stiff. Oh, that's right, you're not inking anymore, what am I 


saying? 


They sit and work quietly. 
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BETTY ANN Oh, I have two-ninety. 
GRACE It's okay. 
BETTY ANN Whaddaya mean it's okay? 


GRACE I'll just keep my elbow up a little bit, you don't need to 
put yourself out. 


BETTY ANN I'm not, I don't think I need it for this set. 
GRACE You don't think. 


Betty Ann is a bit confused, feeling a turning against her by the other 
two. 


BETTY ANN Uh... 

FRANCES You're going to stay another night, Grace, aren't you? 
GRACE I'll be alright to go home, but thank you. 

FRANCES No, it's no trouble. 

BETTY ANN You think Sam mighta come by again last night? 
GRACE I dunno. 

BETTY ANN I bet he at least called. 

GRACE Oh. Well maybe he did. I should call him back. 
FRANCES You don't know if he called! 

GRACE But I'll find out. If I call back. 


FRANCES (processing her lack of logic, then) No. Don't, even if he 
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called, you shouldn't. 
GRACE W-why not? 


FRANCES Don't you remember? He frightened you. Even your 
roommates. 


GRACE They were confused — 
FRANCES You said he got you down, made you sad. 
GRACE It was embarrassing. 


FRANCES Mean. You said mean, remember? He was banging 
on the door. 


GRACE He's—soft. He's mean cause he's soft inside. So he gets 
hurt. So he gets mean. I gotta talk it over with him. 


FRANCES No! He shouldn't be getting to just talk to you again. 
He should be talking to a girl that he's had to imagine. 


GRACE What girl? Where? 

FRANCES You! Cause you won't be there when he calls, and 
you won't be there when he comes around. He's got to imagine 
you. 

GRACE Imagine me? 

FRANCES For a few days. Yeah. 

GRACE Huh. 


FRANCES Don't exist, for a little while. 


BETTY ANN Is this from that class, or something, the externali- 
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zation of states of the mind? 

FRANCES No, it's just common sense. 

BETTY ANN Oh, really? 

GRACE I think I hear what you're saying, Frances. 

BETTY ANN You do? 

GRACE Yeah, yeah, that could be a good idea. 

FRANCES Not existing. There's power. 

BETTY ANN Whoah, okay, oh boy... 

GRACE One more night. Sure, I mean, sure, what'll it hurt? 
BETTY ANN He's gonna think you ran away with Fergie! 
GRACE Well that's a good story that he can tell himself. 

BETTY ANN Are you kidding? Grace! 

GRACE He's not really jealous in that way. It's whenever I talk 
about this place... I think Sam wishes he was an artist. He 
doesn't create anything. But I think that's great. He doesn't need 


to be a creator... 


FRANCES (sudden and forceful) Well, let him think about that by 
himself. 


Betty Ann looks at Frances like she might have a gun under her desk. 
But Grace nods. 


GRACE [like that, Frances. I think I will. 
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They paint. 

MARGIE “Twentieth century idea?” 

FRANCES (under her breath) No. 

MARGIE What's this walking obituary talking about? 
FRANCES You tell me. No, don't. 

MARGIE I'll tell you this: she's irritating. 

FRANCES No, she's not. 


MARGIE “My Sam's moving to the hills!” “My Sam's taking me 
to the boardwalk and then to the movies!” “My Sam!” 


FRANCES No, she's my friend. 


MARGIE Your friend? Is that why you're trying to split them 
up? 


FRANCES No I'm not doing that! I'm just trying to help her. 
MARGIE _ She was looking for some pity at work. And now 
you're forcing her to listen to 

the radio with you at night instead of letting her patch things up 
with her beau. 

FRANCES She was scared. 

MARGIE Pity, Frances. 

FRANCES He went by her house! 


MARGIE Pity! 
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FRANCES He banged on the door and all that, she said! 
MARGIE You never had a fight with a boy. 

FRANCES Course I have! 

MARGIE No, not some stupid kid you pushed in the grass, I 
mean with a fight with a boy. You never had one of those with 
the push-pulls and the take-me-backs and the stuff he says that 
makes your blood boil and you wanna slap him like, smack him 
—dammit it's physical—but no, you gotta keep it cold. Then let 
him decide he was wrong, “all wrong, baby,” and you're in his 
arms again. His arms that wouldn't ever really hurt you. So give 
him a glass a' lemonade and do something about it. You 
wouldn't know what to do about it, would you? You never had a 
fight with a boy. 

FRANCES Who even cares, all of that sounds ridiculous! 
MARGIE Oh, ridiculous, yes, it is, Frances, it's delicious. 


Frances holds up the cel and looks like she might damage it. She takes a 
breath and just sets it aside. She places her brush on the next cel. 


MARGIE No, do color four. Color four! That'll be faster, cause 
then you can paint under it. 


FRANCES (changing brushes) Right. Fine. 
MARGIE And capsize their courtship. 
FRANCES What? I'm not! I'm not doing that— 
MARGIE Stop their marriage in its tracks. 


FRANCES Well maybe they oughtn't get married. 
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MARGIE Ah hah! 

FRANCES No, I didn't mean that— 
MARGIE Yes, kill off their baby to be. 
FRANCES Whadayou—no! 


MARGIE Cull the herd, assassinate the generations one at a 
time. 


FRANCES No! 

MARGIE One less child to watch Snow White. 

FRANCES No, that's not / what I'm doing! 

MARGIE Amazing what slim hips will make a woman do. 
FRANCES It's a new time / it's a new time— 


MARGIE Easier for a rich man to pass through the eye of a 
needle than get born through the scrawny hips of Franny Hiller. 


FRANCES AGH! 


The other women jump and Frances stands up—it looks like she's 
going to pour paint on the cel, but she stops herself. 


FRANCES I thought I saw a mouse! 
BETTY ANN SHIT! 
They all jump up and scream. 


FRANCES I think it went that way! 
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Hazel bursts in — 

HAZEL What what what? 

BETTY ANN Mouse! Mouse! Shit! 
HAZEL Where? 

BETTY ANN I don't know! 

HAZEL Fuck, do I need to call Jimmy? 
FRANCES Yes. No. No, I think it's gone. 


HAZEL Good. Okay. If Variety Magazine comes back, can we 
not tell them we're afraid of mice? 


The women nod. 
HAZEL Good. 
She exits. 


GRACE Well. You both look silly. I love mice. You girls aren't 
true Disney people. 


A moment. 


FRANCES You're coming to mine tonight. I don't know what's 
on the radio. Music. 


Grace senses that Frances needs this. 
GRACE Okay. 


FRANCES We'll make some lemonade and—and play cards. 
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LIGHTS DOWN. 

Music: 1930s song, “Goody Goody” plays for about 15 seconds. 
LIGHTS UP. 

Betty Ann is working alone. Grace rushes in just ahead of Frances. 


GRACE Oh my gosh, oh my gosh, now I know why Frances is 
always late! 


BETTY ANN Stop the presses! 

GRACE You know what she does? 

BETTY ANN What does she do? 

GRACE She stares at herself in the mirror! 

BETTY ANN Get out! 

GRACE No, but not like you and I might stare, but real specific. 
Like there's something in there that she can't let go of or 
something. 


BETTY ANN Wow, I never pegged you as the vain type. 


FRANCES I'm not! I was just looking like everybody looks in the 
morning. 


GRACE Yeah, but at least it's for putting on makeup, you were 
just staring —no, no, peering, peering into it like you were trying 
to see if it was too shallow to dive in! 


BETTY ANN (laughs) Well something's too shallow to dive in. 


GRACE I think it's great, I said “Fran! Hey Fran!” 
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FRANCES What? 


GRACE _ No, that's what I said, I was yelling at you half-past- 
eight, I said “Fran!” and she's just staring in the mirror — 


FRANCES Oh yeah? Well you're gonna die someday, and this is 
gonna be your obituary! 


Confused silence. 
GRACE What? 
FRANCES Sorry... 


GRACE Sorry Frances. I mean, every girl's got a little bit of the 
looking glass — affair, you know. It's not some big... 


FRANCES Fine. Sorry. 
GRACE For what? 
BETTY ANN (hoarse whisper) For bein’ a little strange. 


Grace elbows Betty Ann. Frances sits down, gets her brush and 
immediately Margie appears: 


MARGIE Staring in the mirror, you were looking at that nose! 
My, what a big nose you have! All the better to— 


Frances slams her brush down and gets up. 
BETTY ANN You okay? 
FRANCES Yeah, what, Betty Ann? If I said I'm not okay, what 


would you even do about it? Just ask a bunch of questions and 
talk and talk and talk? So glad we're pals! 


66 


BETTY ANN What is eating you? You know at least Helen made 
a lick of sense when she lost it. (Beat) I—I didn't mean that. 


Frances storms out. Hazel enters in the opposite direction. 
FRANCES Ms. Sewell, I was just going to your office. 
HAZEL Is the glycerin at an elegant sufficiency? 


FRANCES (the phrase hits her) 1-I—I—I think you should know 
something, because I know it's important to Walt. 


HAZEL Oh. Step over here for a minute. 


FRANCES You came and told us everything about how Mr. 
Disney frowns on frater —f—fraternization and such. 


HAZEL Yes, I did. 

FRANCES That girl you brought around, the one who danced 
for Snow White, or acted as Snow White, or whatever. The girl 
you brought around. 


HAZEL Marjorie? 


FRANCES Marjorie. Yeah, Marjorie. She and—she and—I know 
she and — 


HAZEL She and what? 
FRANCES She and some animator, they're — they're fraternizing. 
HAZEL Fraternizing? In what way? 


FRANCES In the way you said — Walt said — Mr. Disney said — 


67 


HAZEL Which animator? 
FRANCES I don't know, I just— 


HAZEL Oh pshaw, I can tell when someone's crossed a line and 
gone “whoops!” Who is it? 


FRANCES You're gonna think I'm just trying to get even or 
something. 


HAZEL With whom? How do you know what I'm going to 
think, Frances? Good heavens. Who's? Fraternizing? With 
Marjorie? 


FRANCES Art Babbitt. 


HAZEL Oh, I see. He didn't like your linework on his evil queen 
/ and now— 


FRANCES I'm not trying to be vindictive, I just thought you 
should know. 


HAZEL Why? Why? I've got plenty of things to do. We're 
burning through a thousand sheets of plastic every day. 
Thanksgiving is already a wash, I can see it three months away, 
I'm always living three months away. What month is it? (Needs 
an answer) What month is it now? 


FRANCES July(?) 

HAZEL No, it's November for me—see, I was right: 
Thanksgiving! Right! So if Little Miss Marjorie Belcher is not at 
least three months in a family way, I don't see how it's any of my 


business, let alone your business. 


FRANCES You said that he said — 
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HAZEL If all Belcher and Babbitt are doing is parking and, 
and... petting and, and... talking about baseball, well, then... 
We've got our own lives to live, don't we, Ms. Hiller? Haven't 
you got your own life? 


FRANCES — I-—I just remembered what you said about Mr. 
Disney — 


HAZEL My brother-in-law — good heavens —it's a testament to 
our efficiency that he can sit around and worry about whether 
some girl is being treated as well as he treats my precious sister. 
FRANCES I suppose it is. 

HAZEL We've got our own lives, Ms. Hiller. 

FRANCES Yes, we do. 

HAZEL They're not bad, are they? 

FRANCES For sure. 

HAZEL We've got meaningful work. 

FRANCES Yes. 


HAZEL Imagine being on one of those soup lines. 


FRANCES I came all the way from Colorado and there's not a 
day I regret it. 


HAZEL We care about our work, so it galls us when other 
people... fill up their time with... all the fake kinds of love, 


and... 


FRANCES Yes. 
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HAZEL So it confuses you, doesn't it. When really you shouldn't 
mind at all. 


FRANCES No, you shouldn't. 


HAZEL But thank you for telling me, Frances. Even though I 
wish you hadn't. 


FRANCES No reason to tell Walt, I guess. 
HAZEL No. No, no reason. 
FRANCES Sorry. 


HAZEL No, no reason that I can see. (Beat) You're doing good 
work. 


FRANCES Thank you. 

HAZEL Keep it up. 

FRANCES (on her way out, testing) Rewind? 
HAZEL What? (Searching, correcting) Wind it back? 
FRANCES “Wind it back!” Right. 


Frances returns to her station. Hazel stands in place for a moment, 
thinking. 


LIGHTS CHANGE 
Margie appears. Frances paints, getting into a rhythm. 
MARGIE Careful, watch the dust, now. Don't get a speck. 


Frances taps the cel gently with her gloved finger. 
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MARGIE Don't let the paint dry over, scoop it off and get the 
dust out. 


Frances paints. 
MARGIE Be careful. Not a speck. 
Frances paints and dusts gently with her hand. 


MARGIE _ No one in your house anymore. Feels good. She's 
gone. All to yourself again. 


Less gently. 


MARGIE If you have to do it over, do it over, don't let them 
send it back after they check it. 


Frances goes to repaint one spot. 
MARGIE Next! 
Frances moves to the next cel. 


MARGIE Not a speck, it's for the future, it's for the children! 
Make her something nice for her to watch [sic], a story for her to 
watch so she can keep to herself. She's gotta be alone to herself, 
away from the others in the house. They don't understand, they 
don't know what's happened, so you have to give her something 
nice, something just for her. No one will listen to her, so why 
make her talk? Let her stay and watch the glass movie screen, let 
it glow in her hands, someone's swearing in the hallway, she's 
depending on your brush, depending on the songs and the birds 
and the kindness of the seven little strangers in the woods, 
Frances, make her something nice, something hopeful, some- 
thing pretty, something perfect, so she knows what she deserves 
in life, Frances, DON'T GET A SPECK! 
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LIGHTS CHANGE TO NORMAL. 


Betty Ann and Frances work. For once, Grace is the one late to work, 
coming in: 


GRACE That Walt Disney is a crazy fella! 
BETTY ANN Are we allowed to say that on company time? 


GRACE Fergie told me—now I don't know if it's true—but he's 
not a liar—he said that Art Babbitt— you know Art Babbitt —? 


FRANCES (of course/ expectant) Yes. 


GRACE He said that Art stopped getting work. No assignments 
coming in on any of the new shorts. And you know why? 


BETTY ANN Why? 


GRACE Well, Art's been going with that girl who modeled for 
Snow White, isn't that the limit? Walt found this out right before 
they had a company ballgame, ya know, the “marrieds vs. 
singles?” And then Art shows up, playing of course on which 
side— 


BETTY ANN The singles side — 


GRACE The singles side! And Walt's looking at him, with his 
eyebrow — 


BETTY ANN (scared) Hup-boy! 
GRACE And then the girl, Margie, comes in and sits in the 
stands. Watching Art play for the singles. The marrieds lose. And 


Walt walks over to Margie and says “You realize which team Mr. 
Babbitt's playing for?” And she says, 
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MARGIE “Golly, Mr. Disney, I don't, but it sure is a treat to 
watch.” 


GRACE And Walt says, “You might want to encourage this boy 
to play for the other team,” and he looks at Art and slicks his hair 
back and walks away coughing and spitting on the ground. 


BETTY ANN Gosh. 


GRACE Art stops getting any work. And he's sure it's cause of 
Walt. So finally, he up and tells Margie “let's get married.” 


Frances blanches. 

BETTY ANN Gosh! 

GRACE And she says yes! 

BETTY ANN Wow! 

Frances stops painting — 

GRACE Isn't that romantic? 

BETTY ANN That... he didn't lose his job—? 

—in a quiet rage... 

GRACE Art was the one with the camera, filming her so they 
could trace over! He filmed her dancing, and then she became 


Snow White, and now he's gonna marry her! 


Frances THROWS ALL THE CELS OFF HER TABLE and they 
flutter to the floor. 


BETTY ANN Whoa, Jesus, what's happening? 
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FRANCES DAMMIT! 


Frances stands up, and goes very calmly to collect all the cels. The other 
women jump up to help. 


FRANCES No, don't help me. You have to keep working. If I get 
fired it's because I deserve to. 


GRACE You're not going to get fired! 

BETTY ANN (not as convincing) Yeah, it wasn't your fault. 
FRANCES What do you mean? 

BETTY ANN Okay, but— 


Betty Ann sits down, but Grace hovers at the ready as Frances goes to 
collect one of the cels. 


GRACE It's very hard to just not— 
FRANCES (stay back) It's okay! 
GRACE (sitting) Okay. 

Frances cleans. 


BETTY ANN Maybe you should tell Walt that Sam's not pro- 
posed to you yet. 


GRACE Last night he showed me this poem he said he wrote 
about me way back—when I was staying with Frances. Hey, 
Frances, can you believe it? That second night I stayed with you. 
Sam sat up writing a poem all about me. 


BETTY ANN How's it go? 
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GRACE (almost, but) I really shouldn't say. 

BETTY ANN Cantaloupes? 

GRACE Shut up! 

They Betty Ann laugh. Frances gives her a weak smile, sitting on 
the floor among the cels, splayed out. She is exhausted. Grace 
gives up trying to connect. A moment. 

MARGIE Okay. Okay. Okay. 

FRANCES (deep breath) What? 

Silence. 

FRANCES (go ahead, just say what you're gonna say) What?? 
MARGIE Nothing! What? 


Frances shrugs, and starts picking up the cels. 


MARGIE Nah, too much dust. I'm never gonna make it to 
camera. 


Frances picks up another cel and examines it. 
MARGIE Nope. None of these'll be approved. 
Frances looks at another one. She's dejected. 
MARGIE What's the matter? 

FRANCES Huh? 


MARGIE You're mad, right? 
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FRANCES No. 


MARGIE Then why am I all over the floor? You're mad about 
me and Art. Say it. 


FRANCES Ijust— 

MARGIE But why? There's no reason to be mad at all. I mean, 
look, what if you'd got him fired? How would you feel then? Or 
what if he and I'd split up? How'd you feel then? 

FRANCES I don't know. 

MARGIE You'd hate yourself! But no, no. You're just a big fat 
cupid despite yourself. Whatever selfish thoughts you had, 
you're forgiven now, cause it's all worked out. 

Frances is laughing. 

MARGIE “My Sam's a poet!” 

FRANCES Oh I bet it's awful. 

MARGIE No doubt about that, sis. 

Frances laughs. 

FRANCES But I guess that's not the point. 

MARGIE Nope. 

FRANCES Huh. 


MARGIE So how many bouncing babies are we gonna get now? 
Cause of you, spry Franny? 
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FRANCES Ugh, I don’t even know what that means, spry! 
MARGIE Spry! 

FRANCES I wish he hadn’t said anything. 

MARGIE You can't take a compliment? 


FRANCES I don’t care if he insulted me: he draws a man-dog 
whose legs bend backwards! 


MARGIE You're right! 

FRANCES That’s what he’s known for! 
MARGIE Yeah, what does he know? 
They both laugh. 


MARGIE He never said a kind word about my appearance once! 
And I’m a fucking tomato, everybody knows that! 


They keep laughing. 


FRANCES So he saw me, hahaha, and picked the least worst 
thing he could say! 


MARGIE Haha, he threw you a bone! Cause—cause he thinks 
you're a dog! 


FRANCES Hahaha! Fuck’m! 
MARGIE Fuck him! Hahaha! 
FRANCES Well I don't have to marry him! 


MARGIE Poor Margie! 
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FRANCES Yeah, poor Margie! 

MARGIE Poor you. 

FRANCES And you. 

MARGIE Poor, poor me. 

Beat. We don't know which “me” she's talking about. 
FRANCES You're just... stuck in my obituary. 


MARGIE Oh yeah, with obituaries I'm always a bridesmaid, 
never a bride. 


Laughing, Frances stacks the cels and puts them back down at her 
station. 


BETTY ANN What's so funny? 
Hazel enters, Frances stops laughing immediately and freezes up. 


HAZEL How's progress today, ladies? Anything ready to be 
checked? 


Hazel goes right for Frances' station, and picks up the cels herself. 
FRANCES Um... 


BETTY ANN (scrambling) It got really drafty in here a couple 
minutes ago, and uh— 


HAZEL What? Really? 


The women look at her. She lifts the stack of ruined cels up, like she's 
weighing them. Frances stares at Hazel's hands, terrified. 
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HAZEL Dammit. I don't know what to say. 

FRANCES I'm sorry... 

HAZEL These silly boys have changed their minds again. This 
sequence isn't taking place at night anymore, now it's taking 
place at day, so it needs the daytime colors. It'll have to be re- 
done. 


FRANCES Oh! Oh—really? That's — that's fine, I'll redo them! 


HAZEL So you're not going to rant about Michelangelo and 
burn the place down? 


FRANCES No, I'll be happy to redo them! 


HAZEL No, they're going to need more careful effects, harsher 
shadows in the daytime, we'll give them to a specialist. 


FRANCES Oh. 

HAZEL And then that's the last one. 
FRANCES The last one of what? 

HAZEL Of her. 

FRANCES Really? No more Snow White? 


HAZEL Not for you, at this point. So you'll go back to the 
animals. 


FRANCES Oh. The animals, yeah. 


Hazel turns to go with the cels in hand. Frances reaches out her hand 
towards the stack of plastic. 
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FRANCES Could I— 

HAZEL (pauses) Yes? 

Frances looks at the stack and puts her hand down. 
FRANCES Never mind. 

HAZEL Okay. 

Hazel exits, leaving Frances standing alone. 


GRACE Sam and I are going to the boardwalk on Sunday. You 
wanna join us, Betty? 


BETTY ANN I'll buy the ice cream. 
GRACE (looking at Frances, but addressing Betty Ann) Dare I? 
BETTY ANN What? 


They look over at Frances, standing by herself. Is it even worth inviting 
the woman who always says no? 


BETTY ANN Invite her and I bet you she says no thanks. 
GRACE Okay, how much? 

BETTY ANN How ‘bout five cents? 

GRACE Okay. 

Frances steps forward onto the “lawn,” and takes out a cigarette and 


puffs. She looks off to the side. She coughs from the cigarette, [but looks 
out at the audience, recalling Margie's earlier audience-echoing cough]. 
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The two women get up and join Frances. 


GRACE Hey, Franny. Me and Betty Ann and my Sam are going 
to the beach this Sunday. You coming with? 


FRANCES No. 
BETTY ANN (happy to win the bet) All right! 
FRANCES What? 


BETTY ANN (feigning ribbing disappointment) “ All right, fine! Be 
that way!” Smoking and all. 


GRACE Give me one. 
Frances gives Grace a cigarette. 


GRACE We're almost done with this picture. What are we down 
to, effects? 


BETTY ANN Three more weeks. 

GRACE Give me back my Goofy! 

FRANCES Give me back my shorter hours! 

The other two “hey-hey” in agreement. 

GRACE You going back to Colorado for Christmas? 
FRANCES Nope! You going back to Iowa? 

GRACE (defiantly) No. 


The other two seem surprised by this. Betty Ann's holding her head. 
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GRACE What's the matter with you? 


BETTY ANN No, just the same headache I've had for the last 
four, five —six, seven weeks. 


FRANCES They don't know what we do. 
Grace coughs. 
GRACES Who doesn't know what we do? 


FRANCES (maybe referring even to the audience) Anybody. It's all 
admiration and no respect. 


They're both coughing now. For some reason all this makes Grace 
suddenly recall — 


GRACE I remember when Sam took my picture on the beach 
last time we went. It actually came out pretty good. Cause I 
wasn’t smiling for the camera. I was smiling for him and he just 
happened to be behind it. 


Betty Ann nods like she doesn't really give a shit. Frances looks at her 
like a mental patient. 


BETTY ANN Three more weeks! 

LIGHTS CHANGE 

The three women remove their smocks — they're wearing smart dresses 
for an occasion. They take seats, DOWNSTAGE, getting excited, 
taking deep breaths, settling in. Hazel stands by them. 

HAZEL Ladies, take your seats. I can't be—more excited than I 
am right now. To show you. The first. Animated motion picture. 


That you actually made. That actually exists! The first animated 
motion picture that you made is the first animated motion 
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picture that exists. And so the moment that you get to see it. Is 
history. Plain and simple. It's history. The next hour and twenty- 
six minutes. Are history. And there's nothing you can do about it. 
You're here. And it is history. So. Take your seats, and enjoy your 
slice. Of history. My girls. 

LIGHTS FADE LOW and they APPLAUD LOUDLY. 

A FLICKER STARTS UP 

DIFFERENT COLORS flicker and float across their mesmerized faces. 
And MUSIC starts up, [reminiscent of the actual film, but just 
different instrumental elements in a new formation to merely represent 
the same musical texture and the mythic subject]. 

LIGHT gets stronger on Frances. 

The music gets louder and a little foreboding. 

She stares up at the screen, transfixed. 

FRANCES Hi... 

COLORS CHANGE. 

FRANCES You’re moving... 

A confusion begins to fall upon her... 

FRANCES ...It's good to see you... 

Her eyes seem to search around the screen, this way and that. 


FRANCES Hello? 


The MUSIC gets a little more frantic. The other girls get up and move 
SLIGHTLY UPSTAGE in flickering pools of COLORED LIGHT. 
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FRANCES (talking directly at the screen) Hello?? What’s—you’re 
moving, it’s wonderful! (Beat) Ha! I remember that! And that! 
And_ that-andthat-andthat-andthat-andthat-andthat-andthat- 
andthat-andthat-andthat-andthat-andthat-andthat-andthat- 
andthat-andthat-andthat-andthat-andthat! And —hello? 


The FLICKER gets stronger on Frances. The COLORS CHANGE 
faster. 


FRANCES Hello! Why don’t you look at me? 

The LIGHTS go out on the other girls, leaving Frances alone in her 
own BRIGHT FLICKER of YELLOW, BLUE, RED, YELLOW, 
BLUE, RED, YELLOW, BLUE, RED... 

FRANCES Hi, why don’t you look at me? 

The MUSIC is in a frenzy now. 

FRANCES Why don’t you look at me? 


YELLOW, BLUE, RED, YELLOW, BLUE, RED, YELLOW, BLUE, 
RED... 


FRANCES Why don’t you look at me? 


YELLOW, BLUE, RED, YELLOW, BLUE, RED, YELLOW, BLUE, 
RED... 


FRANCES WHY DON’T YOU LOOK AT ME? 
BLACKOUT. 


END OF PLAY. 
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